2i2 A SHORT HISTORY OF THE BRITISH ARMY
men, which advanced from the Tchernaya valley against the
right flank of the British and their communications, with their
base in Balaclava cove. After some initial success he was
checked by a fine counter-attack by the British heavy cavalry,
and finally brought to a standstill by the gallant if ill-conceived
charge of the Light Brigade—a feat which, for literary rather
than military reasons, has become enshrined as an imperishable
episode in the history of our army. Eleven days later, on
November 5, a second blow was struck, this time at the British
right wing on Mount Inkerman. Here, though some 72,000
Russians were from first to last brought into action against
less than a fourth that number of British and French, the
victory, after ten hours' desperate fighting, lay with the latter,
who at the end of the day held all their positions intact.
Henceforward MenschikofF confined himself to feeding the
f
arrison of  Sebastopol  with   constant  reinforcements,  and
esisted from all attempts to measure himself against the Allies
in the open field.
The latter, however, were for the next few months too pre-
occupied with their own internal troubles to be able seriously
to prosecute the siege.   With the coming of winter's rain and
snow there ensued a time of fearful suffering and privation for
the soldiery encamped on the bleak slopes of the Upland*   The
service of the trenches was carried on under conditions made
by a greater war all too familiar to the youth of our own
generation, who, however, had seldom to endure the shortage
of food, of fuel, of warm clothing and of all the other necessaries
of life in a winter campaign endured bravely and uncom-
plainingly by our ill-fated  Crimean army.   The  complete
inadequacy of the transport service crippled all attempts to
ameliorate its fearful lot, and in a few weeks over 50 per cent
of its effective strength had been rendered unfit tor service,
Nor-had the residue that remained at duty any reason to envy
their crippled comrades.   The hospitals at Scutari, even when
reached after a lengthy and painful journey by land and sea,
proved merely a breeding ground of further suffering and death
until purged and remodelled by the medical authorities under
the urge of an enraged public opinion in England, and the
vigorous and unceasing pressure of the head of a band of nurses,
Florence Nightingale—with all her domineering asperity, the
one heroic figure of the campaign, if indeed it be permissible
to except tnose thousands of nameless men who paid in
suffering and death for their countrymen's resolve to wage war
without preparing for it.
Not till the coming of the spring, and with it a lavish supply
of all necessaries from home, was the plague stayed and the armyv

